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classically formed vase, advanced with a beautiful melody
to the fountain, which was screened by the palm trees.

The dogs barked : some dark faces and long matchlocks
suddenly popped up behind the tents.

The Bedouin, with a shout, galloped into the encamp,
ment, and soon reappeared with several of his tribe. We
dismounted, and entered the interior court of the camp,
which was filled with camels and goats. There were few
persons visible, although, as I was conducted along to the
tent of the chief, I detected ma,ny faces staring at me from
behind the curtains of their tents. The pavilion of the
scheik was of considerable size. He himself was a man
advanced in years, but hale and lively; his long white
beard curiously contrasting with his dark visage. He re-
ceived me, sitting on a mat, his son standing on his right
hand without his slippers, and a young grandchild squatting
by his side.

He welcomed me with the usual oriental salutation;
touching his forehead, his mouth, and his heart, while he
exclaimed ' Salarn;' thus indicating that all his faculties
and feelings were devoted to me. He motioned that we
should seat ourselves on the unoccupied mats, and taking
from his mouth a small pipe of date wood, gave it to his
son to bear to me. A servant instantly began pounding
coffee. I then informed him, through Abdallah, that, having
heard of his hospitality and happy life, I had journeyed
even from Damascus to visit him; that I greatly admired
the Bedouin character, and eulogised their valour, their
independence, their justice, and their simplicity.

He answered that he liked to be visited by Franks,
because they were wise men, and requested that I would
feel his pulse.

I performed this ceremony with becoming gravity, and
inquired whether he were indisposed. He said that he was
well, but that he might be better. I told him that his